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«®€ Cultivation is as necessary to the mind, as food is to the body.” 


‘If good we plant not, vice will fill the place ; 
And rankest weeds the richest soils deface. . 











gc Communications for the pawn to ensure insertion, 
must be sent at least six days before publication. 





‘“Luctnpa” is ordered to lay in the closet until we 
can have an interview with the Author. It certainly 
would be unreasonable to expect us to publish a transac- 
tion of the nature of which she complains, with no cer- 
tainty as to the truth of it. 


ee en 


Our subscribers in Town who have not yet paid the 
advance subscription, are again called upon to give us 
our just due;—and those two gentlemen in itket Street, 
who will neither pay for,nor return the numbers they have 
received, are informed that we have given up all hope 
of obtaining justice from them. If they can derive any 
thing from such conduct to exalt them inthe opinion of 
others, we leave them the full benefit of it:—it is mean- 
ness which we wish never to resort to. 

id nae 
THE FOURTH OF JULY. 

The manner in which the birth-day of our National 
Independence has heretofore been celebrated, is high! 
reprehensible, and injurious to the moral welfare of those 
who may hereafter be called upon to act as public func- 
tionaries. : m% 

Who can recall to mind ‘tite time that tried men’s souls,? 


when our forefathers fought and bled in their country’s 


cause amidst almost insurmountable difficulties, and an 
overwhelming oppositiin—when our army was nearly na- 
ked and starving, and reduced to amere handful—He 
who reigns in the Heavens granted success to our arms, 
with the many blessings by which we are surrounded— 
I say. who can call to remembrance those scenes, and not 


e 


feel grateful? 
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| Yet, alas! how do they express their gratitude! instead of 
we bowing the knee in or yale and returning thanks to Him 

~ who granted them the Lizerry they enjoy, they mingle 
with the busy throng, engage in the vain and foolish révels 
of the world, gormandize, drink to excess, and frequent- 
\g ly heap the most bitter imprecations upongthe Being who 
i created them. ®. 

How much more consistent with the character of our 
Nation would it be, for those who expend so much on this 
day in the gratification of their sensual appetites, if they 
were to throw this money into a fund for the education 
of the poor. Thereby good would be done—the rising 


- Sees “ 


oS SE pec na 


=e Se wa 


SU nc tha Si agp a 4 
~ — eile anal 


ee ee _ * Pee a 
. —~ . acon A + a See tis Ae Ee eR ADO CS oe ws 
: se : 
— 
lan Sort ° v 7 a “a et ~* — 
Lee Oe ee a — 
: = ; : or = ~ : ~ 4 
——_ : SS tienen, 
itor s ee | 
a — a a 








Rh generation taught how to estimate their dear-bought Lib- 
hi erty—and bless those who contributed to their mental 
Hi, improvement. ‘Then would their prayers like volumes 
fi of incense incessantly ascend to the throne of their Heav- 


and fellow citizens. 

We. could have dwelt longer on this subject, but let 
what we have said suffice to shew the rising generation 
the folly of celebrating the fourth of July in a vicious 
manner, and induce them henceforth to act a wiser 
‘part, and spend the day asit should be,in the service of 

Jim without whose assistance in the time of trouble, we 
should not have been partakers of the blessings we now 


: i | enly Father, for his choicest blessings on their Country 





enjoy. | 
it Those persons who wish to spend the approaching an- 
ae niversary ina christan-like manner, will have an oppor- 
Ht tunity, as we understand arrangements are making to 
We have divine service performed in the several places of 
I \- worship, in this place, on that day. 


{The following is a copy of a letter received a few days since at 





this office, from the editor of the “Oxo,” a juvenile paper, prin- 
ted at Cincinnati, Ohio. We know of no better way of lay- 
aoe ing it before those to whom it is addressed, than by inserting 
wie it in the Dawn. Ed ] 
1 Editors “Juvenile Gazette’, 

GENTLEMEN:— 
Pah | 1 have read several pieces in the «* Dawn’ extracted 
Be from a small literary paper, published under the auspices 


of aSociety of Young Men of Wilmington, which in m 
opinion, is honorable to the talents of the youth of that 
place. ) 
Publications of this character tend more to the diffu- 
sion of literary knowledge to the youth, than any other 
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periodical publications, though the variety should be much 


greater. 


A desire to excel in composition, induces many to pat- 
ronize a work of this description: and I have no doubt it 
will provea useful vehicle to the dissemination of litera- 
ture, and will | 

“Tear from folly’s brow the mask away, 
Make vice himself his dirty front display.” 


With my best wishes for your future success, 
I remain, yours, &c. 


JOHN H. WOOD. 


os 
FOR THE DAWN. 


How often is it asserted that woman was the cause of 
bringing death on mankind; that if it had not been for 
her, we had never experienced sin, and the consequences 
attendant thereon; for my part [ cannot conceive where 
she is to blame any more than man, for he was deceived as 
well as she. But a woman is often accused of an action 
as entirely her own fault, when man is equally guilty; 
for when the Lord asked the man why he had eaten of 
the forbidden fruit, he answered, “the woman, whom thou 
gavest to be with me, she gave me of the tree and I did 
eat.”? Poor despicable creature, the woman gave to him 
and he did eat; and thus the blame fell entirely on poor 
weak woman. and thus it has been ever since; ifa woman 
commits a fault ever so trivial, she is immediately censu- 
red for it without the least palliation, she is made the 
subject of conversation of all companies, she is arraigned 
at the bar of the tea party, of the males as they carouse 
at the tavern, and of the elderly ladies as they spend the 
afternoon with an acquaintance, and is condemned by all, 
to be a depraved person, and one with whom they ought 
not to associates; which sentence is immediately past into 
execution by slighting her wherever she appears, by 
pointing the finger of scorn at her, and by whispering 
(occasionally loud enough for her to hear) about her con- 
duct, so that she sinks to an early grave laden with re- 
proaches and contempt. And what is worst of all, the 
most of this is done by the very persons who ought to be 
the last, I mean females. 

Such is the severity of the world to the weaker sex, 
that a whole life of serrowful repentance cannot atone 
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for one single error-~hence the truth of the following lines, 


«¢While man, that lawless libertine, may rove, 
Unquestioned still, through all the wiles of love; 
But poor weak woman but one step astray, _ 
I)isgrace attends her to the silent clay.” : 
= 


(SELECTED. | 
THE WIFE. 


The treasures of the deep are not so precious 
As are the concealed comforts of a man 

Lock’d up in woman’s love. I scent the air 
Of blessings, when I come but near the house. 
What a delicious breath marriage sends forth— 
The violet bed’s not sweeter! 


MIDDLETON, 


I have often had occasion to remark the fortitude with 
which women sustain the most overwhelming reverses of 
fortune. Those disasters which break down the spirit of 
man, and prostrate him in the dust, seem to call forth 
the energies of the softer sex, and give such intrepidity 
and elevation to their character, that at times it approach- 
es to sublimity. Nothing can be more touching than to 
behold a soft and tender female, who has been all weak- 
ness and dependence, and alive to every trivial rough- 
ness while treading the prosperous paths of life, sudden- 
ly rising in mental torce, to be the comforter and suppor-, 
ter of her husband, under misfortune, and abiding, with: 
unshrinking firmness, the bitterest blasts of adversity. 

As the vine which has long twined its foliage around 
the oak, and been lifted by it into sunshine, will, when 


- the hardy plant is rifted by the thunder-bolt, cling round 
it with its caressing tendrils, and bind up its shattered 


boughs; so it is beautifully ordered by Providence, that 
woman, who is the mere dependant and ornament of man 
in his happier hours, should be his stay and solace when 
smitten with sudden calamity, winding herself into the 
rugged recesses of his nature, tenderly supporting the 
drooping head, and binding yp the broken heart. 

I was once congratulating a friend, who had around him 
a blooming family, knit together in the strongest aftec- 
tion. “1 can wish you no better lot,” said he with en- 
thusiasm, “than to have a wife and children. If you are 
prosperous, there they are te share your prosperity; if 
otherwise, there they are to comfort you.” And, indeed, 











~~ a rr eS eS > ee. 


C Ge +s 


37 . 


T have observed that a married man, falling into. misfor- 
tune, is more apt to retrieve his situation in the world 
than a single man; partly, because he is more stimulated 
to exertion by the necessities of the helpless and beloved 
beings who depend upon him for subsistence; but chiefly, 
because his spirits are soothed and relieved by domestic 
endearments, and his self-respect kept ative by finding, 
that though all abroad is darkness and humiliation, yet. 
there is still a little world of love, of which he is the mo- 
narch. Whereas the single man is apt to run to. waste 
and self-neglect; to fancy gs pepo - and abandoned, 
é 


and his heart to fall to ruin like some deserted mansion, 
for want of an inhabitant. 


[Sketch Book. 


The Duty of Man.—Man was made to perform an ace 
tive part in the great drama of life; to encounter difficul- 
ties and discouragements; and to be resolute in his en- 
deavors to conquer them. Life is toa short and time 
too valuable, to be spent in idle inactivity, Or in way- 
ward repinings against the dispensations of Providence. 
Emulation should excite our utmost endeavors to excel in 
whatever we undertake; prudence should direct our ace 
tions; religion should inspire our souls with fortitude 
and resignation; while patience should guide the reins, 
to runthe race which is set before us. ‘Then, though we 
are disappointed of uninterrupted success, we cannot fail 
of self-approbation, and having once obtained content- 
ment, ‘rest satisfied vith either riches or poverty. 








A PEEP INTO THE DEN OF IDLENESS, 
Yonder! under those ragged rocks, where the baleful 
yews waving their sable branches of mournful cypress, 
throw an awful gloom; aden dark and ghastly opens 
its horrid mouth! ’Tis there idleness is lodged, the great 
thief of time, and destroyer of. innocence and human 


' felicity. 


What a dreadful cave!—how it yawns amid the noi- 
some lakes and shaggy bushes! Vice and sin breed here; 
like monsters they hiss with impudence, and how! with 
too late repentance. Security and carelessness, sloth 
and ignorance, joined hand in hand, stalk around. Hark 
how their mingled yells echo, in the caverns of the rocks, 
and diive downy footed silence far away! Prodigality 
and wantonness hover aloft, and call their votaries to 
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the scene of irrevocable lass, and to the prison of una-  . 

voidable destruction, which at a little distance opens be- 
fore them: there crowds led on by error, and intoxicated 
vith folly sport to ruin. ri 

But what frightful figure is that now emerging from ~ 
the cave!—riot and noise attend him, and Bacchus (jolly 
god), and Venus, (bewitching queen) appear in the rear. 
‘That figure is Idleness, for defiance appears in his looks, 
and temerity and effrontery are stampt in indelible char- 
scters on his brow. Ebriety too with flushed cheeks and 
staggering gait appears in the group, whilst light-footed 
mirth, led on by gaiety, dance to the warbling notes of 
the birds of pleasure. 

All around see the traps and gins put up to catch the 
imprudent, the giddy, and the thoughtless! Artfully are 
they covered over! but wisdom’s keen eye sees the dan- 
gerous snares, and turns back with abhorrence. And 
see yonder the deceiving waters of pleasure and filthy 
lakes of impurity; a sink of vice and sin where evil con- 
ceptions breed, and hell-bred monsters sport in the sor- 
did waves. Iam shocked to my very heart at the sight! 
Come, heaven-born peace and meek-eyed religion, ohf 
come and destroy this horrid den, this rueful spot, where 
destruction secretly lurks, and where crowds daily un- 
waringly resort to inevitabie and delicious ruin. 
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At one of the masquerades given at the Margate thea- 
tre, a gentleman who appeared in the character of a Jew, 
‘came up to an officer and asked to purchase his sword. 
The officer indignantly replied, ‘“‘be careful sir, that 
sword will fight itself.” The humorous Israelite rejoin- 
eu, ‘that is the sword that just fits you.” 


‘ 








NEW BOOTS. 
These boots were never made for me, 
They are too short by half: 
I want them long enough, d’ye see, 
To cover up-the calf. 











Why, sir, said Last; with stifled laugh, 
To alter them I[’l! try, 

But if they cover all the calf, 
They must be six feet high. 


i teeentndedeienateel 


Our pains are from our desires, not from our wants. 
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For the Dawn. 
a EVENING. | 
At the close of the day when tke sun sinks to rest, 
And twilight appears in her nian‘le of grey, 
When woo’d by lone quiet each bird seeks its rest, 
While the last gleam of evening fades in the west 
And the moon sheds the mimic reflections of day. 


Ab! then when the mind is divested of care, 

If nought but the toils of the day hath oppressed, 
If each act review’d will the retrospect bear— 
No duties neglected—no crimes rankling there, 
How sweet is the hour that lulls us to rest. 


Or if in the alcove remote from the eye, 

To musing resign’d and tho’ pensive not sad, 
How sweet then to soar to the regions on high, 
By faith the fair bowers of bliss to desery 

That ever in verdure unchanging are clad. 


What transports to pour out the soul at his feet, 
Who died for our crimes—was interred for our sins, 
Triumphant he rose and there took his seat 

At the right hand of power, for man to entreat, 

The source where true happiness begins. 


But ah! when the long night of death shall arrive, 
When eaclr tie is dissolved and the soul flies away, 
If then with this Saviour our spirits shall live, 
Hiow precious the rest which that hour will give, 
That opens the doors of celestial day. Lr 
FOR THE DAWN, 

I’ve seen the sparkling diamond fine 

On kingly heads refulgent shine; 

I’ve seen the blazing meteor high, 

Illume the pure etherial sky; 

I’ve seen destructive Adtna’s fire 

To regions of the clouds aspire; 

Seen rushing o’er their lofty walls, — 

Niagara and Pasaick falls; 

Seen ships in al] their canvass drest, 

On deep Atlantic’s spacious breast, 

Before the gentle zephyrs run, 
‘Emblazon’d by the setting sun; 
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-T’ve seen our western water glide 
Adown its beds in silent pride, 
While on its crystal bosom floats 
Hundreds of richly laden boats: — 
Yet all these sights could ne’er delight, 
So much as female virtue bright. . 
THEan. 


—<> IN) -— 
From the Ladies’ Monthly Magazine. 


THE BACHEI.OR’S SOLILOQUY; 


Or, a New Puzzle* in Praise of Women. 
Happy a man may pass his life 
When free’d from matrimonial chains 
When he is govern’d by a wife 
He’s sure to suffer lor his pains. 





What tongue is able to declare 
The failings which in women dwell 

The worth that falls to woman’s share 
Can scarce be call’d—perceptible. 


Mall the female race appear 
Hypocricy, deceit and pride 

Lruth—darling of a heart sincere 
In woman, never can reside. 


They’re always studying to employ 
Their time in vanity and prate 

Their leisure hours in social joy 
‘To spend is what all women hate. 


Destruction take the men I say 

Who make of women their delight 
Lhose who contempt to women pay 

Keep prudence always in their sight. 
Anna Marta.” 


* When read for the praise of women, the first and third lines, 
then the second and fourth, must be read. 


wc We trust that our patrons will pardon the late ap- 


pearance of this number, when we state that the occasion 
was beyond our control, 


The Dawn is published twice a month, by Lewis. 
Witson, No. 105, Market Street, Wilmington, Del, at 
75¢ts. a year; payable half. yearly in advance. , 




















